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Chp. 1 Another Day in class

I sat in class, half paying attention to the Professor Dominique’s lesson but who could blame me. I was a 21-year-old man wearing a pleated skirt, knee-high socks, Mary Janes, a silk white blouse with a small tie, special panties that hid my junk, red lacy panties over those and a bra; in an all female collage. Not to mention the butt plug my roommates were making me sit on. I can’t believe that my boss put me on this assignment.

“Scott!” I remember him yelling my name in our office a couple of months ago. “Get into my office this instant!”

“Y-yes sir!” I remembered saying; getting up from my desk and running to his office. “W-what do you need, Sir?” I asked standing straight up.

“At ease,” he said lowering his voice, “Have a seat.”He pointed to the empty chair in front of his desk. “Now look son, as you know the age of super heroines is on the rise.”

“I know,” I said sitting down. “According to the Heroine Post, it’s because of a mutation on the X-chromosomes; each has half of the mutation giving many women super powers by the time they turn 18.” I explained happily. I’ve always been a fan the super heroines. It made life seem more like a comic book and inspired me to become a reporter so I could I always have a front-row seat to the action.

“It’s all boulder dash!” My boss slammed the table stopping me. “We have gotten a tip that there’s a place masquerading as an all female college but in reality they are experimenting on young women and giving them super powers!” He explained.

“What!?” I said shocked.

“Yep, and they’re likely using mind control too for their insidious plots,” he went on. “I need you to infiltrate the collage as a student and report on anything you find.”

“A-as a student?” I questioned.

“Yeah, we can’t find any job postings for a staff position, so you will have to submit an application and be accepted the hard way,” He explained.

“But you said it was an all female collage!” I said hoping he wasn’t suggesting what I thought.

“So!?” He yelled back. “These women need your help!”

“But I’m not a girl!” I said stating the obvious.

“No, but you’re the most scrawny man in the office,” he stated hurting my ego. “And we can’t send any of the women in office. That would add to their collection.”

I froze it’s true that I was the smallest male in the office and it wouldn’t make any sense to send more women if they were indeed experimenting on them. But the thought of having to dress up as a woman and go to classes made me tremble. I wanted to say to no; I had to say no.

“Come on, do you want those women to be abused?” He asked.

That tugged at my heartstrings. When I was in my last year of high school, my little sister was kidnapped. The thought of other women going through the same abuse brought up the same feelings I had back then; helplessness. I gulped. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

After submitting an application under a fake name and having an interview with the headmistress, I was in the school uniform being lead to my dorm room. I tried to recall what happened during the interview but it’s all so fuzzy. I can’t even remember the school’s orientation.

“Eeep!” I squeaked, feeling the butt plug vibrate; bringing me back in the present class room.

“Is there a problem Ms. Scott?”Professor Dominique looked at me along with the rest of the class.

“Uhh... uhh,” I blushed and looked back at my dorm mate; Janet.

She gave me a sly smile and waved. “No I’m fine,” I responded causing the class to giggle.

“That’s enough ladies,” The professor silence the class. “Another outburst like that and I’ll put you over my knee, Ms. Scott.” She waved her ruler at me. “Okay?”

“YeAs Mam!” I blurted out as I felt another rumble.

“Good,” The Professor went back to her lesson.

I sighed and looked back at Janet. She gave another devious smile and stuck her tongue out at me. I turned back toward the lesson and thought about how I first met her.

“And this will be your room,” Emma; the headmistress assistant, showed me the door of my new room. “Room 125,” she presented; opening the door showing me the 4 bed setup and that’s when I met Alison; a cute blonde with a bob cut, who had the power of illusions, Jenifer; a tan straight black hair woman with glasses, who had telekinetic and psychic powers, and finally Janet; an athletic red haired woman, who was super strong. They were all roughly my size and wore the same school uniform that I was also wearing.

“Hi,” Janet walked up to me first. “I’m Janet; top of the class.” She held out her hand for me to shake.

“Oh uh,” I stuttered; unsure if my female voice was adequate. “Hi, I’m Danielle.” I shook her hand timidly. I could tell by her grip that she was much stronger than she looked.

“Well Danielle,” she continued to hold my hand. “Let me introduce you to Alison,” she pointed to Alison who gave a sweet smile and waved. “And Jennifer,” She pointed to Jen who just stared at me like she was studying me.

“I’ll leave you girls to get acquainted,” Emma smiled and left the room; closing the door behind her.

“Well, I guess  we should start picking beds,” Janet said but as she spoke, Jennifer walked up to close me and just stared at me like she was looking right through me.

“Um hi,” I timidly said.

Her eyes narrowed and with a quick swish she reached down grabbing the edge of my skirt and lifted it up. My erection stuck out of my pink panties; revealing myself everyone in the room.

“Ah!!!” I screamed like a little girl as quickly tried to pull down my skirt; my face turning bright red.

“I knew you were hiding something down there,” Jennifer said unsurprised.

“Wow!” Alison said wide eyed walking up to me and pulling back up my skirt. “I’ve never seen a penis this hard in panties before.”

“Please, I can explain!” I said frantically.

“Hmm maybe you should explain to the headmistress?” Janet threatened.

“No, please I’ll do anything!” I said.

The girls all looked at each other and smiled. “Well okay,” Janet spoke up with a devious smile. “But you better make it worth our wild!”

“Anything!” I said.

“Get on the bed and lay spread eagle face down,” Janet ordered.

“The bed?” I asked.

She grabbed me by the blouse and lifted me up in the air, “Is that problem?” She asked.

“No, I’ll get on the bed,” I said.

“Good,” she set me down.

I scurried over to one of the double beds and jumped on it spreading my legs and arms far about to the edges. For a minute I didn’t know what was going on until I felt a rope being tied around my ankles. I looked up seeing two pieces ropes moving by themselves around the bedposts and then around my wrist. The ropes began to pull causing me to suspend over the bed. I looked behind me and saw Jennifer hands glowing.

“That telekinesis power is amazing,” Alison complimented.

“So you have this and mind reading?” Janet asked.

“Well, I’m still working on the mind reading,” Jennifer replied. “Is that too tight?” She asked me.

“No, I’m good,” I replied without thinking.

“Okay who wants a first crack at the sissy?” Janet asked her roommates.

“Oh, please let me peg her first I’ve never done it before!” Alison said excited.

“I’ve also never done it before and would like to try,” Jennifer added.

“Hmm,” Janet hummed in deep thought. “Okay since Jen was the first to spot his penis she gets first crack.”

“Ahh!” Alison whined.

“You’ll get your turn,” Janet comforted her. “Now Jen do you have your strap on?” Out of the corner of my eye I could see a big purple strap on floating over to Jennifer’s hand. “Good,” Janet said. Both of them got onto the bed by my legs; sitting on their knees. “All right now the most important ingredient to pegging besides the strap on is…?” Janet asked like she was teacher leading a class.

“Uh the belt?” Alison answered unsure.

“Lube?” Jennifer jumped in.

“Right Jen,” Janet responded. “You want to use a lot of lubricant especially if it’s their first time.” Janet pulled out a bottle of lube. “And always make sure it’s a water based one like this,” She presented the lube bottle. “Next you squirt some into your hand,” she squirted into her hand. “And prepare the receiver’s anus.” She crawled behind me. “Here,” Janet handed the bottle to Jen. “While I’m preparing the sissy’s anus, you prepare your strap on.”

“Um okay?” Jennifer timidly took the bottle from her. “But how much do I use?”

“Good question,” Janet said opening my ass crack with her un-lubricated hand. “And the answer is you can never have too much, unless your partner wants a really rough and dry fucking and well…” She looked over at my face. “Let’s try to be gentle for her first time.”

Jennifer nodded and squirted a hefty amount of lubricant into her hand and began vigorously applying it to her rubber dick. Meanwhile, Janet was rubbing lube on the entrance to my brown star.

“And it’s best that you use a finger to spread some on the inside,” Janet explained pushing her index finger into my asshole.

“Mmmm!” Bit down on my lip suppressing a moan. I felt her slimy finger slowly work its way around the rim of my rectum. She pulled her finger her and my anus twitched missing its invader. “Ready?” She asked Jennifer.

“Uh I think so?” Jennifer answered, crawling closer behind me while Janet moved behind her. “Um do I just push it in fast and pull out?” Jennifer asked. I could hear how nervous she was.

“Another good question,” Janet replied. “I would say you should start off slow and work your way up from there,” She explained. “But remember that with any sexual relationship; communication is key.”

“Oh uh Danielle,” Jennifer looked at me. “Are you ready?”

“Yes,” I responded without thinking.

She slowly inserted her long purple dick into my ass crack. I felt the bulbils head pop into my rectum and stay there for a moment. She pulled it back out and thrust it back in faster and deeper. “Mmm!” I stifled another moan.

“Oh god yes!” Jennifer panted humping my bottom. She was getting further and further; making me feel new parts of my anus. Her pace was quickening and was tapping my hot spot.

I wanted to buck my hips as she filled my ass up but being tied me up made it impossible. She left my erection hanging hard. It started to leak on the bed as my toes began curl of feeling the coming orgasm.

She started to grunt and went faster and deeper. “Yes, you’re my bitch, you’re my bitch, YOU’RE MY BITCH!”  She started to yell.

I looked to the right seeing both Janet and Alison. They both were smiling and chuckling to themselves. I think even saw Janet recording it on her phone.

I felt myself explode on the bed as her thrusts became shallower. She finally stopped and wiped a lock of hair her face and took a deep exhale. I felt her slowly pull herself out causing a popping noise. “Thank you,” she said till trying to catch her breath.

“Uh anytime,” I said without thinking. I don’t know why; I guess I wanted to sound cool.

Just when I thought it was over, Alison jumped on the bed wearing her pink strap on. She pushed Jen out of the way in excitement. “My turn! My turn!” She shouted.

That night each of them took turns fucking my ass with their strap-ons while I was tied up. Sadly, this was just the beginning of how I became those girls plaything. Anytime they wanted to ‘relive their aggression’ they would humiliate me, tease me, fondle me and fuck me with their dildos. In exchange they helped me keep my secret of being a man.


Chp. 2 Panties and Spankings

“Ms. Scott!” Professor Dominique yelled at me again and knocked me out of my memory. “What did I say I would do if I find you not paying attention again?”

“S-spank me?” I replied causing ‘Oohs’ and 'Ah's’ from the rest of the class.

“Correct,” she smiled. “So what are you going to do?”

“Put myself over your knee Mam,” I said getting up from my seat. I walked over to her while the rest of the class to giggle.

“Enough ladies,” She said to rest of the class.

I lay down on her knee. Her soft cold legs rubbing against hairless thighs got my penis to twinge my support panties. I looked up at the Professor seeing her smile an evil grin.

“All right Danielle,” She spoke to me but was loud enough that it seemed like she was giving a presentation to the class. “I will give you...” She looked up and thought for a second. “Would you say 20 slaps to your rear is fair?”

“Yes Mam,” I responded without thinking.

“Good and I want you count and say ‘thank you Ms. Dominique’ after each one, okay?” She said.

“Yes Mam,” I responded without thinking.

“Good girl,” she raised my skirt showing my red laced, pantied rear end. “You have cute underwear,” she said causing class to giggle even more.

“T-thank you-Ahh!” I tried to thank but screamed feeling as her palm smack my ass. “One, Thank you Ms. Dominique.”

Ms. Dominique smiled, “Good girl.”  She began to smack my bottom nine more times, with me counting along. It wasn’t that bad until she was delivering slap 10; my support panties that hid my erection; began to vibrate my privates.

“Teann!” I yelped feeling the vibrations massaging my cock.

“Oh no Danielle,” the Professor wagged. “You forgot to thank me.”

“I… I… I’m sorry,” I stuttered. It must have sounded like was just in pain but really I stifling myself from moaning.

“Oh, it’s all right Ms. Scott,” her fingers danced across the back of my blouse like she was petting me. “We’ll just start over from one, does that seem fair?”

“Y-yes Ms. Dominique,” I agreed in a haze.

“Good!” She said, slapping my ass once more.

With each slap I felt myself the vibration building my orgasm higher and higher. Until, finally at count 20 I felt myself ejaculate into my panties. Thankfully, I was wearing a pad.

Ms. Dominique stood me back up, “There know you can go to the bathroom and clean yourself up,” she told me.

“Thank you Ms. Dominique,” I said straightening out my skirt and leaving the classroom.

As I made my way down to the bathroom, I started to remember how I got these panties that hid my junk.

It was the day after they introduced me to my roommates but right before our first day of class. They strapped me to the single bed; facing upward.

They said I needed to be tied up while they slept, for their own safety and I was in no place to argue. So every night they tied me up to my bed wearing nothing but a silky short night gown. Some nights they would tease my tied up state by having pillow fights and dancing half nude and punish me with vibrators if I got erect. Last night however Alison just claimed to have a nightmare and said she needed a cuddle partner.   

“Mourning princess,” Alison looked up; wiping the sleep from her eyes.

“Mourning,” I replied. “Can I you untie me now?”

“Well, sweetie we need you stay put?” She started to get up.

“Why!?” I whined.

“Well, we're expecting a guess,” she said. As if on cue there was a knock on our door. “Oh, that must be her,” Alison got up from the bed and made her way towards the door.”

“Wait, you need to untie me!” I said starting to panic.

She ignored my request and opened the door, revealing a new woman. She wore the standard school uniform, but she had more of a punk rocker theme. “Hey Michaela,” Alison greeted her smiling. “Come on in.”

“Alison,” she walked in but still kept eye contact Alison. “You texted me you had-” she turned her head and made eye contact with me still tied up. “A new project?” she finished looking confused. “You guys have a kinky relationship,” she added.

“Oh, it’s more than that,” Alison closed the door and ran up to my tied up body. “See!” she lifted my nightie revealing my cock to her.

Mouth went a gape in shock as she just willingly to give away my secret. Michaela was also taken back but she mange to keep her composure. She crouched down to inspect. “A girl with the power of growing a penis?” She guessed.

“He wishes!” Alison laughed. “Nope, this is a man,” she walked up to me and pinched my cheek. “A little sissy man, isn’t that right?”

“Yes!” I cried in pain and in humiliation.

“Interesting,” Michaela mused. “If it wasn’t for the tent in their nightie, I would have guessed it was just a small-breasted woman.”

“That’s why we need your help,” Alison looked at Michaela. “We need you to make a device that hides their little toy.”

“Hmmm…” Michaela crouched down getting a closer look at my penis. She grabbed a hold of it causing me to squirm at her touch. “I think I can work something out,” she mused.

“If you do it, you’ll also get use him however you wish and let me tell you it's fucking hot pegging his tight sissy ass.” Alison added.

“All right, I’ll start working on it as soon as possible,” Michaela agreed. “It shouldn’t be too hard, bring him to my room around 9pm. I should have something by then.”

Later at 9pm…

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Janet asked Alison as we made our way toward Michaela dorm room.

“Oh, come on Jan!” Alison moaned leading us to Michaela’s door. “Just think what we be able to do with his package under wraps.”

“True,” Jenifer followed up. “There’s no use arguing about it now let’s just see what the genius has to offer.”

Alison knocked on the door. The door opened revealing Michaela wearing goggles and holding pliers. “Just in time,” Michaela said happily. “I’ve just finished the device.” She led us into her room and closed the door behind us.

“You guys are lucky that I was work-shopping a new material I’ve been working on,” She continued as she walked over to her work desk. “Now where did I… Ah here they are,” she picked up what looked like a nude pair of panties.

“Take off your skirt and panties so we can all see how they fit,” she ordered me.

It's not like I had much of a choice. I dropped my skirt to the floor showing off my panties and penis to the whole room. Next my panties fell between my ankles as I was now half naked in front of them, causing me to blush.

“Come on, no need to show off!” Janet joked slapping my ass.

I blushed and slipped the odd material up my hairless legs. As I got them up to my waist, they confused me because they didn’t seem to hide much if at all. I looked at Michaela wondering if there was more.

“There pocket in the front,” she explained. “Slip you penis and your balls in and hurry I don’t have all night.”

I did as she said; slipping my testicles and dick inside the pocket. It hid a little better but not by much. Although the material I felt hugging my naughty bits felt nice.

“Is that it?” Janet said disappointed.

“Nope,” Michaela smiled as she pulled out a small pink remote. She tapped the top button, and I felt the panties immediately get tighter and tighter around my waist. I looked down astonished as before very eyes it looked like the bump shrank into nothing.

“That’s amazing!” Jennifer looked in amazement along with others.

“Oh, that’s just the beginning,” Michaela grinned. “I call this next one the carrot.” She pressed the button second to the top.

Suddenly I felt the front of panties vibrate. Specifically, the pocket that hid away my junk. I felt the material start grow bumps and vibrate stimulating my penis and getting me erect. I started to moan in pleasure feeling like my privates were getting a rough massage.

“You like this don’t you, sissy?” Michaela laughed.

I nodded my head as my legs were buckling from the constant vibrations. Tried to reach down and rub where I thought my penis was. But it wasn’t helping me cum any sooner.

“Look at that,” Alison pointed. “It looks like he’s trying to stimulate his clit like horny slut!”

“Yep!” Michaela smiled. “I can keep him like a horny little slut as long as I want.”

“Um Michaela,” Jennifer tried to get her attention.

“What?” She asked until she saw that I was now lying on the floor with tears in my eyes trying to rub myself to cum. “Oh, my bad!” She frantically double tapped the button causing the vibrations to stop and allowing me to cum into the panties. “Are you okay?” Michaela asked sincerely.

“I’m fine,” I started to catch my breath.

“Okay well you guys might need to wash them and insert a pad into the pocket so he won’t have any accidents.”

“Should we have him take it off then?” Janet asked as she helped me up back to my feet.

“Hang on I’m not done showing all the features,” she whined. “The next one is what I call the stick,” she pressed the third button.

I felt the panties tighten at the back; focusing around my ass crack. It felt like the panties were turning into a thong and it was giving me a wedgie. It was getting tighter until I could feel the fabric traveling inside my anus forming what felt like a dildo.

“This does more than show off the sissy’s ass,” Michaela explained. “It makes a butt plug to fuck the sissy’s boy pussy.”She presented me with sadistic glee. “And finally, when you double tap the third button again…”

As she tapped the button, I could feel the newly but plug vibrate; rubbing my prostate. “Ahh!” I let out a girlish scream.  I was just getting over the last orgasm and now I was getting stimulated again. Thankfully, she double tap the button stopping it.

“You see guys,” Alison spoke up. “I told you it was a good idea to tell Michaela now we have our own way of punishing the sissy!”

“Correction,” Michaela stopped her. “I have a way.”

“What?” Alison looked back.

“The deal was that I only have to hide his dick,” She said. “Nothing about giving you guys your own remote.”

Alison was about to say something but Janet stepped in first. “Well, what do you want then?”

“Well, as I see it Danielle had to humiliate herself, so I want one of you to humiliate yourselves and I’ll make you each a remote.” Michaela said. “I want to see one of you…” She looked of like she was coming up with an idea. “Oh, eat the sissy’s ass!” She pointed at me causing me to blush.

Janet, Alison and Jenifer looked at each other for a moment. They stepped back forming a huddle. “Are we really considering this?” Jenifer asked them.

“Well, I would like that remote,” said Janet.

“Me too!” Alison said frustrated.

“Fine,” Jenifer relented. “Then you do it Alison!”

“What?” Alison blushed. “Why me?”

“Well, it was your idea,” Janet pointed out.

Alison looked back at me; scanning me from head to toe. “Oh, all right!” She agreed. They all got out off the huddle and Alison stepped forward.

“So what’s it going to be?” Michaela asked rhetorically.

“I’ll do it,” Alison pouted.

“Great,” Michaela cheered. “This is the perfect time for me to test ‘way to the heart’ function.” She pressed all the buttons on the remote at the same time causing the back of my panties to open up revealing my ass crack in the shape of a heart. “Sissy you can go lay on the bed,” she ordered.

I did as she said and laid face down on her bed. I didn’t know what to expect. They had already filled my ass up with a bunch of different dildos but not with someone’s tongue. I lie there wondering and trying to prepare myself as I felt Alison crawl up on the bed.

I looked back seeing her face. She was staring daggers at me. It was clear she preferred to be the dominant one but determined to go through with this if it gave her more control over me. I turned back and closed my eyes; waiting for her.

Alison took a deep breath and brought her face down to inch away from my ass crack. She used her hands to spread my butt cheeks and began slowly whipping her wet tongue over my asshole. It was the weirdest, most pleasurable sensation I have ever felt in my life. I bit my lip suppressing myself form moaning out in pleasure as I felt her tongue plunge deep into my anus. I tried to think of something as she made slurping noises until I felt my erect penis shoot out more cum in my already soiled panties.

I laid there curling my toes lost in a wave of ecstasy. Alison noticed my spasms ending and halted her tongue. She stood back up wiping off her mouth; relived that it was over.

“Well now, we definitely need to have her panties washed,” Janet said as Alison and I were getting up from the bed.

“Oh, I can do that,” Michaela giggled mischievously. “I mean I will have to wash me sheets, anyway.” She pointed at me, “Take off those panties and meet me back here around 6 a.m.”

“Um okay,” I said slipping off my soiled panties. As I was picking up my original and sliding up my legs, I could see Alison staring off with her arms cross. I could tell she was embarrassed which for some reason made me feel bad. I walked up to her and tapped her shoulder. “Hey, Alison?” I whispered.

She turned around frowning and blushing. It looked like she wanted to yell at me but didn’t. I think she knew it wasn’t my fault, but that still didn’t help.

“I was just wanted to ask…” I looked off feeling like a child. “If you wanted me to return the favor?” I asked blushing.

She looked at me shocked at first. Her dominant smile slowly crept back up. She grabbed my hand, “We’ll meet you guys back at the room!” She said smiling to other girls before whisking me away.

After that day I continued wearing the support panties. This came in handy, when Janet made me wear tight pink leggings to do yoga in the common area. She claimed that I would need to limber up our phys. Ed classes.


Chp. 3 Cheerleading tryouts

I sighed as I finally got to the bathroom. After a quick check that I was alone, I reached into my skirt and my support panties to take out the period pad that had been soaking my cum and threw it away. I sat down on the toilet seat and reached into my heart shape purse; pulling out a new pad. After slipping it into place I went to the mirror to redo my makeup.

I had to make sure that my makeup was always flawless. If not only keep my secret but to keep my three wicked roommates giving me another spanking. Luckily the day was almost over and winter break was coming up.

My plan was to hold out until then and then escape. I would report back to my boss and tell him I couldn’t find anything sinister and I could go back to regular life. My roommates wouldn’t be able to blackmail me and they could be happy knowing that they had a sissy slave for the first few months of school.

I walked out of the bathroom and began to make my way back to class. I kept on walking until something grabbed me and pulled me behind the lockers. I opened my eyes and saw Allison who had that demented look in her eyes. “Hey there lover!” she purred in my ear.

“Alison?!” I said surprised. “What are y- Ahh!” I moaned feeling my skirt being lifted, my penis being freed from my panties and being licked. I looked down and saw a woman identical to Alison.

“Well Dani,” Alison said looking me straight in the eyes. “I thought it was best that you meet my sister Ally!”

The woman who below me waved. Her mouth was wrapping her mouth around my erect again cock. She stared up at me letting my penis hover in her mouth.

“After we heard you made the cheerleading squad,” Alison continued. “We decided you needed a reward.”

“Wait, I made the cheer leadi- Ah!” I chirped, interrupted as a felt Ally’s abnormally long tongue wrapping around my penis.

“Sorry Ally finds the taste of a man’s cum intoxicating and she’s been looking for a reason to use her Gene Simons like tongue.” Alison explained while her sister used her long slippery tongue to jerk me off.

“But people will notice us,” I panted.

“No, they won’t,” Alison said in a matter fact tone. “I’ve been using my illusion powers to hide us.”

I looked around and saw two other students having a conversation. They really didn’t seem to notice us. “Ah!” I yelped again feeling Ally’s longue tongue, causing the two students to look around.

Alison covered my mouth. “Best keep quiet sissy,” she whispered. “I can’t make us sound proof.”

I hate admit but she was right. I would have to endure or risk my secret getting out to more people. So I stood there and allowed Ally to continue to suck me off. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something else. My mind started to wonder but was stuck remembering the day they made try out for the cheerleading squad.

I was wearing a short skirt and a cheer top colored pink and black the school's colors. I was standing in front of the rest of my classmates and Coach Susan, giving a cheery smile in the middle of the school’s football field. On the inside I was freaking out not knowing the plan.

“Just relax your body and get lost in the beat,” Jen’s words rang inside my head. “Just go up there, smile and leave the rest to me.”

The music started to play from the boom box and everyone went silent and stared at me. I still nervously smiled back at them. I was so confused on what I would do or what would happen. I was getting ready just to drop my pom-poms and to run off in embarrassment, when I noticed something. My hips were shaking? On their own?

I felt my body shake and groove by itself, like I was being controlled. I couldn’t stop my body from dancing no matter how hard I tried. And I really wanted to because my body was dancing really slutty.

I was shaking my hips and my butt at the crowd, rubbing my body with my hands to show off body, making dramatic girly poses with limp wrists, I was even jumping around and doing flips. Through it all I kept my cheery smile on the outside.

Inside I felt a mix of emotions. It embarrassed me I was dancing, scared on not knowing what was controlling my body and weirdly of all I felt overjoyed that I didn’t have control. As I continued to prance around, I looked at the audience and way in the back I could see Jenifer. Her hands were glowing like the day we met like how she was controlling the ropes. She must have been the one that was controlling my actions.

The song finally came to end and my dance routine ended with me doing the splits. Even after all the yoga with Janet it still hurt like hell but I remained smiling regardless. Everyone clapped to my performance and I could feel myself able to move my body again.

“Good job Danielle!” Coach Susan congratulated me. “Alright next to dance will be… Janet!”

I sighed in relief getting back to my feet. I began to walk back; passing Janet, who gave me slap on the ass as we passed. The other women giggled, thinking it was a joke.  I blushed and made my way over to Jenifer.

“Were you one the controlling me?” I whispered.

Jenifer smiled. “Maybe?” She said coyly. “You didn’t seem to care much with that smile.”

I wanted to argue but couldn’t. They did say they were going to get me through it, I guess? I ended up just pouting and crossing my arms while the rest of the women finished off their dance routines.  

After the last dance routine, the coach began to pair us up and as luck would have it I was paired me up with Janet. “All right ladies,” The coach spoke aloud. “I want you to choose which one of you will be the flyer and other being the base.” She ordered.

“So…” Janet looked at me smiling. “Do you want be the thrower or the flyer?”

How she looked at me made me feel uncomfortable. It was like she was planning something. “Um I guess I’ll be the base.” I said timidly; thinking it would give me more control of the situation.

“Okay!” She smiled and stood in front of me still with her cheery smile. I knew she was planning something but I couldn’t tell what.

“All right ladies get ready!” The coach instructed. I put my hands on Janet’s hips ready to lift her up. “And… Lift!”

I used all my strength to try to lift her up and into the air. My arms shook feeling the weight of her as I mange to lift her two inches off the ground. I couldn’t do it anymore. I felt so weak that I had to stop and set Janet back down; trying to catch my breath.

“Ladies if you having trouble with your lift it's best to switch,” The coach instructed.

Janet looked back at me still smiling knowing that there was no way I could lift her. “You want to switch?” She asked rhetorically.

“You better switch or I will fail you!” I heard Coach Susan yell out.

I sighed. “Okay…” I stepped in front of Janet feeling like I was at her mercy. “Can you give me a warning before you-” I didn’t have time to finish my sentence before Janet put her hands on my hips and threw me way up into the sky like it was nothing. I flew in the air seeing far off over the entire school and then came spinning back down.

I thought I would die until Janet caught me. Just when I thought the nightmare was over, she continued to hold on to me and spin me around her body with ease. I was powerless.

She set me back down on my feet in front of her and the whole class clapped. I blushed embarrassed how easily I was just manhandled like it was nothing. “Well,” Coach Susan walked up. “That was impressive even for the head cheerleader.”

“What can I say?” Janet shrugged giving a confident smile. “I had a good partner.” She looked at me with her devil’s smile.

“Hmmm…” The coach looked at me like deep in thought. “Noted.”

“What?” I uttered before Janet grabbed my hand.

“Thanks coach!” Janet started to lead me off. “But Danielle needs to go to the bathroom; I’ll show it where it is!” She yelled back as she ran me off to the stadiums girls' bathroom.

She threw me against the tiled wall of the ladies' room. “That was so hot!” She gushed before smacking her lips against mine.

I melted in her arms. Her tongue invaded my mouth and I could taste her sweet spit. She broke it off to catch a breath of air and pulled out the panty remote nestled in her cleavage.

“Almost forgot to reward you,” she pressed the button causing both the butt plug and the pocket that held my penis to vibrate.

I moaned in pleasure which she took as invitation to shove her tongue back into mouth. I was moaning while she kissed me. With the penis being pleasured, my ass getting fucked and having the hottest and strongest woman ravage me; I thought I would faint.

My legs went limp. I would have fallen to the ground if Janet hadn’t grabbed hold of me; sweeping me off my feet. She continued to making out with me, regardless.

“I love having so much control over you!” She said in between breaths. “I always have to feel like I need hold back but not with you,” She stated. “You’re so cute, you’re so submissive, and you’re so considerate!” She went on. “Oh, I want you all to myself!”

I felt myself getting closer and closer to the edge. I felt myself getting swept away in the most explosive orgasm I have ever felt.  She stopped kissing me and used the remote to stop the endless vibrations.

I was still very weak from ejaculating in my panties that she still had to hold me which made me feel oh so small. She turned us around and sat down against the wall; letting me sit on her lap and rest against her shoulder.

“You okay?” She asked trying to catch her breath.

“I’ll be fine,” I breathed and rested my other hand on her shoulder as she cuddled me close.

One of her hands traveled up my cheerleading skirt and tapped my crotch. “Tell me,” she looked into my eye with lust. “I know you’re no longer a backdoor virgin,” she joked. “But what about the front door?”

I looked away blushing. “No, I haven’t done ‘that’ yet,” I replied.

She grabbed my chin with her strong yet soft hand and made me look deep into her eyes. “Well, that will end tonight!”

And boy she was not lying. After she helped me redo my makeup and finish the rest of the tryout, she took me back to our dorm room and tied me up on the bed.  She even put a ball gag in my mouth to stop me from moaning. She didn’t even care to stop when Alison and Jenifer walked in and saw her riding me while still wearing our cheerleading uniforms. This just led to them wanting the next turn.

The next day I was walking to class with a limp in my step. When asked how I hurt myself, Janet was quick to cover responding, “Oh she must have hurt herself at cheerleading tryouts.”

“Mmmm!” I moaned into Alison’s hand finally feeling myself ejaculate in Ally’s mouth. Luckily, the other students didn’t seem to hear.

“Did you cum?” Alison whispered.

“Yeah he did,” Ally answered after releasing my cock. “You should start eating more mangos,” Ally told me. I nodded.

“Good girl,” Alison slapped me on the back. “Now you head back to class.”

“Okay,” I said, pulling up my skirt. “Uh, thank you,” I said as I was walking away.

I walked back into class and sat back at my desk. I sat there and basically watched the clock; waiting for class to end.


Chp. 4 the Head Mistress

“Will Danielle Scott please come to the head mistress office,” The loudspeaker announced.

“Well, you heard them Danielle. Best get your behind to the administration office.” The teacher ordered.

The rest of the students giggled and made ‘ohh’ noises. I sighed and got up from my seat. “How could this day get any worse,” I wondered.

I left the class again and made my way to the administration’s office. “Only an hour left,” I muttered to myself walking down the hallways, “Only an hour left and my last class for the day will be over.” I arrived at the office and checked in with the secretary.

“Ah yes Ms. Scott you can go ahead and go in she’s waiting for you,” The secretary directed me to the back.

I walked in the office seeing the head mistress sitting behind her desk looking menacing. As I got past the door, I heard the door close behind me. I looked back seeing Coach Susan. “Hello Ms. Scott. Please have a seat,” The head mistress spoke up.

It confused me why the coach was here as well but I sat down. I couldn’t get why I was getting a sense of Déjà vu. “You wanted to see me?” I asked.

“Yes, by chance do you remember your interview when you were applying here?” She asked.

“I uhh well…” I couldn’t remember a thing about it.

“It’s okay if you can’t,” Headmistress added.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized.

“It’s absolutely fine because you see,” The coach walked up pulling up a television and turning it on. “We recorded it.”

“Oh um okay,” I began to feel nervous and wondered if I did something wrong.

“Let’s watch it shall we,” She pulled out remote and hit the play button.

The television turned on and it showed me sitting in front of the headmistress and her secretary sat to the right. I was shaking obviously nervous seeing how that was my first time dressed like a woman.

“So ‘Ms. Scott’,” The Headmistress said on the T.V with odd emphasis on my name. “You want to join our academy?”

“Um yes mam…” I said my voice cracking still trying to get used to my feminine voice.

“And whys that?” She leaned in.

“I uh…” I trailed off.

“You know what its fine just look deep into my eyes,” she said. I looked confused but leaned in to look into her eyes. “Good, you feel yourself slowly losing control over your body,” She said in a new tone which was hypnotic.

“I can’t feel my body,” I said on the television.

“Good,” the headmistress smiled. “Now from now on you will be unable to lie and will answer truthfully to all my questions.”

“I will answer all of your questions truthfully,” My T.V self said in a trance.

“Great, now first are you a man?” she asked bluntly.

“Yes,” My old self answered.

As I watched this, I began to shake in fear realizing they have found me out. Coach Susan rested her hand on my shoulder. I wasn’t sure if that was to reassure me or she was getting ready to throw me out of the building.

“And just to be sure, are you transgender?” The past headmistress continued her hypnotic interrogation.

“No,” I responded plainly.

“So you came to our school dressed like that prey on the students?” she asked.

“No,” I responded in the same tone.

This seemed to throw her off. “Then why are you here at our school?”

“My boss asked me to infiltrate the school to report on the abuse of students,” I answered.

The headmistress looked stunned at my response. “Who told you we were abusing our students?”

“The lead editor at my newspaper Mr. Don said you were experimenting on young women to give them super powers and then control them,” I said.

“Oh, I see…” She leaned back in her chair looking annoyed. “Men just can’t accept when a woman has power,” she said aloud. “Give me your phone,” she ordered my hypnotize self.

I watched as I pulled out my phone and handed it to her. The headmistress took a quick glance at it then handed it to Emma. “Use technical powers to search through his phone.”

“Yes Mam,” Emma began to look at my phone; her eyes glowing as her power seemed hack through my phone security. “Hmm that’s interesting.”

“What?” The headmistress asked.

“Well, he has written many articles that praise the super heroines,” She replied.

“Is it possible that the newspaper just received a bad tip?” The headmistress asked.

“Well, no…” Emma said adjusting her glasses.

“What do you mean?” Headmistress asked

“His articles were excellently written and yet they were always rejected by his editor,” She explained. “His last article he sent in had a reply that said ‘stop idolizing the super broads’.”

“hmm…” The headmistress looked back at me. “Why do you idolize super heroines?” she asked to my still hypnotized self.

As I watched, I began to tear up knowing what my answer would be. Coach Susan rubbed my shoulder to try and reassure me. It felt nice, but I hated reliving that horrible memory.

“When I was younger,” My old self began to explain. “My younger sister had been kidnapped,” My hypnotized body started to form tears that started stream down my face. Both the headmistress and Emma looked surprised. I guess my emotions were so strong that I was breaking the hypnotism.

“The cops told me they believed that sex traffickers captured her but the trail had gone cold, I felt so helpless.” I sniffled. “But then a super heroine found me and told me she would find her no matter what it would take, it gave me hope where all seemed lost. The next day super heroine knocked on my door and returned my sister.”

Both the headmistress and Emma were also starting to form tears. “I see,” The headmistress wiped away a tear. “And after that you started idolize super heroines,” She concluded.

“Yes,” My hypnotized state responded.

“It's bad enough these media bastards are attacking my girls but now they're trying to hurt our supporters,” The headmistress said angrily. She spun around in her chair and looked off out the window for a moment like she was coming up with a plan. “Emma,” She turned toward her secretary. “Use your powers to look through his phones web history.”

“Yes mistress,” Emma Went back to looking through my phone. Her eyes stopped glowing and her face became red. “Um mistress,” she said trying to regain her composure. “He… he has been searching up femdom, feminization and sissy porn,” She said with a straight face but still blushed. I was also blushing as watched the T.V.

“I had a feeling,” The headmistress chuckled. “Well, Ms. Scott I think we actually might have an opportunity for you…”

The screen went black and white words popped up on the screen saying ‘Orientation’. It fades into the schools auditorium filled with students. I saw myself sitting on the stage along with head mistress and the rest of the staff.

The headmistress stepped up to the microphone, “Hello ladies,” She said causing the students clap for her. “Thank you, now as many of you know the reason why we created this school was to help young women who have powers to become super heroines,” She explained causing more cheers from the crowd.

“And like I have told,” she went on. “There are people out there who don’t like powerful women like us.” She announced causing boos from students. “I know, I know, that’s what leads to us to Ms. Scott here,” she pointed to me and I walked up to the microphone. “Now Ms. Scott will you please tells us why you’re here?”

“Hi,” I walked up and said in the microphone. “My name is Scott Daniels I’m a man that was hired to infiltrate your school.” Gasps were heard throughout the crowd I wasn’t sure if they were surprised I was a man or how tried to infiltrate.

“And why did you do it?” The headmistress asked.

“I was told that the women that went here were being experimented on and brainwashed,” I explained.

“How do we know he’s not lying!” A woman yelled in the crowd.

“I have use my hypnotism powers so he can only tell the truth,” The headmistress explained. The crowd all began to talk amongst themselves discussing. “Now listen ladies I know it can be tiring being a hero and at times it feels like your being taken advantage of.” Crowd cheered agreeing. “Which is why we still have Ms. Scott here, you see we have discussed it with him and he has agreed to let you take out aggression on him.” The Headmistress explained, “You see Scott here has a somewhat a kink for being humiliated and strong women having their way with him, basically you all are free to grope and sexually bully him.”

“Wait really!?” A woman yelled out.

“Allow me to demonstrate.” The headmistress turned to me, “Danielle I’m going to spank in front of this whole school faculty.”

“Okay!” I saw myself say and cheerily sticking my ass out.

“Good girl,” she said slapping my ass causing the crowd to laugh. “Any questions?”

“W-what exactly can we do?” A shy student raised her hand to ask,

“Anything you want as long as he doesn’t object which shouldn’t be too hard but I will warn you, I have put deep in subconscious mind that if you don’t respect his boundaries after he clearly tells you to stop, he will come to me and I will make your punishment way more severe than anything you would have done, I’m teaching you to be heroes not rapists!”

“How do we know if we’re going too far?”

“Just ask, I hypnotized him to tell the truth if you ask to do something to him.” The headmistress explained

“How should we approach him?” Another woman asked.

“Simple,” headmistress went on, “He will be hypnotized not to remember our little arrangement so he’ll be going to your general courses just like the rest of you, all you have to do is say you find out he’s really a man and he’ll do near anything to keep it a secret.”

“W-will he hate us if we get him to do something humiliating?” The shy student from before asked.

“As long as he doesn’t tell you to stop then consider him a willing participant,” the headmistress said. “And I’ve made sure that he will speak up if he thinks subconsciously that you’re going too far.”

The crowd all began to giggle and started to talk about all the things they planned to do to me.

“Oh, where will he be staying?” A woman asked in between the chatter.

“Since this is a reward for you girls we are giving her bunking rights to the top of the class which is currently Janet Strong.” The headmistress explained as Janet stepped up from behind the curtain and placed and arm around me like I was her prize. “So if you want to have your own personal plaything in your room you better ask Ms. Strong here or get better grades.”

“Why would he do this for us?” Another student asked.

“Well, think of it as payment for protecting him,” Headmistress said. “As we take on his former employer.”

The crowd cheered and the head mistress turned off the T.V. I sat in the chair stunned. My secret was out to whole the school. Did I even have a secret? I was relieved that I wasn’t in danger but also confused. “Wh- why are you showing me this?” I asked the headmistress.

“Well, you see we had just finished dealing with your old employers so there’s no reason that you must stay here,” she explained.

“Oh…” I said feeling disappointed.

“But…” She piped up, “Ever since your arrival here we have noticed and uptick in our students' grades.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yep, it turns out offering you as a reward has not only gave us a good way to relive our aggression but also gave our girls something to shoot for.” She explained. “So I’m here to ask if you wish to continue you spend the next four years here ‘pretending’ to be a girl and after that we can offer you a job as maybe the justice woman leagues house wife. What do you say?”

I didn’t know what to say. I felt like I just watched my old life die and saw the birth of a new life for me. I gulped.

“Okay,” I said meekly. “I’ll take the job.”

“Great!” The headmistress smiled. “But I’m afraid the job need a bachelor degree in home economics,” she led in. “Luckily our office supplies a full scholarship to this very school!”
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